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	Moonlight Sonata

Disclaimer: Haibane isn't owned by me.

Enjoy.

There is moonlight flooding through the window in my bedroom, keeping me awake to think. There isn't anyone left. Well, I'm still here. There are others like me in the abandoned factory on the other side of town, but we don't really talk much. Most of the new feathers have been born over there. The few that were born here decided they didn't want to live in a 'creepy old house' anymore. And so, I'm alone. Blessed silence. It dose get a little lonely at times, but my job in town makes sure that I talk to people occasionally. Mostly, I hear compliments for the outfits that I make. I love sewing and watching people wearing outfits that I designed and made. Even some of the Haibane have taken to wearing some of my clothes that have found their way to the second hand store. Anyway, I usually don't stay at Old Home much anymore. I only come back to my room to sleep when the sun is setting and I leave as soon as it is light out. It is a little creepy at night, but I don't really have anywhere else to go. The Haibane at Abandoned Factory are just a little too rowdy for my tastes. I prefer the peace and quiet to design my clothes. Soon Old Home won't even be habitable. And by 'soon' I mean maybe 10 to 20 years.

I probably won't be around to see it as a ruin, but it makes me slightly sad to think of my home as such. It has housed so many Haibane in its time, but no one wants to take the time to fix it up. There aren't as many of us as there used to be and Abandoned Factory can hold all of us with some room to spare. The factory is also closer to town, but I don't mind the walk. There really isn't a need to repair Old Home. There aren't any memories tied to it, as all of the townsfolk who can remember the previous generation of Haibane aren't really concerned with them and there are no records of any other Haibane of the past in any records that I have looked through at the library in my spare time. I have asked around about the previous tenants and have been told either "I don't remember" or that "It isn't any of my concern." None of the previous Haibane left any diaries or anything like that either. I have only found one room filled with paintings, landscapes and portraits, and a whole room with the walls, ceiling, and floor painted. Some of the other Haibane are willing to talk about the past Haibane, but as we don't stay in this town long they don't really know many of them. We really only have an oral tradition about the previous Haibane, and so often the really important stories are never told because they aren't interesting enough or the one who knows never remembers to tell it. Me, I might be remembered for my fashions. But the artist isn't remembered either, so who is to say that I won't be forgotten in a few years.

The saddest part about being a Haibane is that no one will remember you. Someone once said that they had heard from a friend that there are names carved into the walls around the canal that runs under the Wall. But I have never been down there myself and I don't know anyone who has so it might not be true. And even if the names are there, there isn't any other information about them. I guess I'm just happy that, for a little while at least, people will remember me. The other bad part about being a Haibane is the waiting. Waiting for your own day of flight, waiting for your friend's days of flight, and waiting for the new Haibane to appear and hatch. Maybe I won't have to wait very long. I hope I won't have to wait like I have to wait to fall asleep every night.


End file.
